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anonymous: and value this above a big fee. I know that my
writing without my name isn't worth much. In London I can
get it published, just: (not always) and they pay me about
3<D/- a thousand words, at the best, for it. This fact may put my
literary gift in its proper perspective, in your eyes! Yours ever,
T.E.SHAW.
35O: TO H* S. EDE
164.28.                                                                               [Karachi]
Dear Edes I am ink-less for the afternoon, and wasting my
time, watching over some Aryan brothers who are working. So
to fill the void I am scribbling letter after letter. That is not a
good way of doing things.
Aitken has disappointed me.1 I had confidently expected him
to report the loss of 13,364 Turner water-colour studies, and all
the withdrawn Chantrey purchases. Never has a Gallery had
such a chance since Julius Caesar failed to weed out the Library
at Alexandria. To his anonymous assistant we owe the selective
perfection of Greek literature. The past (just-past) reputation
of English art hovered for a moment, a timid butterfly in Aitken's
hand: and escaped. Assure him that Nelson was not scrupulous,
either in love or war, though he talked much of duty. Assure him
also that the mutilations are the chief beauty of the sculpture in
the B.M. Knock the Derwent-wooden nose off my bust some day,
in Your Great Hall: and see what a fine thing will remain, after
the caretaker has swept up.
I'll look forward to seeing your Brancusi bit, some day.
Dobson showed me photographs of his work, and they were just
right: but I have never seen any one in the round: and sculpture
never seems *it* unless you can imaginatively put your hands
round it, back and front, and feel the solidity in between. You'll
observe I talk like a grocer, selling butter. Don't expect a
perfectly natural airman to know what planes and plastic values
and significant forms are. When a man starts talking to me of
impastos I say epicyclic gears at him: and a slow fog of mis-
understanding creeps between us.
1 See letter No. 335.